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THE BELGIAN GRATITUDE MEDAL 

C. UE VREESE, SCULPTOR 



BELGIUM IMMORTAL 



Is Belgium dead? Shall coming ages seek 
Her ancient place on Europe's chart in vain? 
Where blackened skies o'erhang a wasted land, 
Despoiled and weighted down with heavy chains 
She prostrate lies. Speak low ! — This must be death : 
Why else these myriad graves? 

Is Belgium dead? Then whose the right to live? 
The onward rush of trained brutality, 
Blind in its mad desire to dominate 
The World — blaspheming as it burst her gates 
Of peace — was halted by her sons. The wound 
They dealt will never heal. 

Why then should Belgium die? Her tocsin bell 
Hath tolled the knell of military sway, 
Her shafts have pierced the heel of armed might. 
As slavery fell through noble sacrifice 
So is the doom of subjugating war 
Red-sealed in Belgian blood. 



Why then should Belgium die? The right survives, 
The metal fist doth threaten all in vain — 
Henceforth must Nations keep their plighted word, 
Henceforth must honor over might prevail; 
Her day shall come again — foundationed on 
Her service to the World. 

No, Belgium is not dead — the Heavens forbid! 
But where are they who dealt that checking blow? 
So Grecian heroes stemmed the Persian tide, 
So died the Christ to vanquish death. Not for 
Themselves alone, for all the human race 
Their glorious sacrifice. 

No, Belgium is not dead, nor can she die! 
Not while the planet in its orbit rolls 
Or mothers bring forth sons or salted winds 
Blow freedom ever from the open sea 
Can iron greed a friendly world subdue — 
Can hatred conquer love! They do not die 
Who, falling, lift mankind. 

Howard Russell Butler 



BELGIAN GRATITUDE MEDAL 



By William C. Edgar 



IN March 1915 I was in Brussels, where I went 
at the request of Mr. Hoover to witness the dis- 
tribution of a ship-load of flour which, through 
the efforts of The Northivestern Miller, the Amer- 
ican millers had given for the relief of the Belgians, 
and incidentally to report on the work being done in 
that country by the Commission for Relief in 
Belgium. 

While there, Mr. Josse Allard, a Belgian gentle- 
man connected with the Commission and formerly 



a director of the mint, took me to call upon the 
sculptor, Mr. C. de Vreese. Among many other 
things of great interest, including a medal of our 
minister, Mr. Brand Whitlock, which was being 
made, Mr. de Vreese showed me a medal which he 
had just finished commemorative of the relief given 
by America to Belgium. 

Its obverse was a medallion of the King and 
Queen of Belgium; the reverse, a group in which 
America was extending to a Belgian family her 
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gift of grain. Below was the date 1914, when the 
war began with the ruthless invasion of Belgium. 
In the background was a suggestion of an American 
relief ship bringing food to the stricken people; 
the motto encircling the medal was "Generosite- 
Amerique" — "Belgique-Gratitude." 

It was proposed to manufacture a large number 
of these medals, send them to the United States 
and sell them for the benefit of the Belgian Relief 
Fund, and I was so sure that such a souvenir would 
be eagerly welcomed . that I placed an order with 
the Commission for several hundred of them to be 
sent to me as soon as possible for distribution in 
this country. 

On my return to London some weeks later, Mr. 
Hoover informed me that the German authorities 
had forbidden the manufacture of the medals, as 
they desired to use all available metal in Belgium 
for more sinister purposes. He stated that before 
the undertaking had been thus interdicted, a few 



of the medals had been shipped to him and prom- 
ised that out of this lot some would be sent to me. 

Owing to the exigencies of war it was nearly 
two years later that this delayed shipment, consist- 
ing of a comparatively few medals in two sizes, 
reached me. Through the columns of The Bellman 
they were quickly disposed of for Belgian relief, 
the gross proceeds, amounting to more than nine 
thousand dollars, being turned over to the Commis- 
sion for Relief in Belgium and used in relieving 
the necessities of Belgian children. 

From the few medals which I purchased and re- 
tained for myself, I presented one to Mr. Augustus 
Thomas and the reproduction shown herewith was 
made therefrom. William C. Edgar, 

Editor of The Northwestern Miller 

and The Bellman of Minneapolis 

Note — Mr. Thomas has presented this medal to the 
American Academy of Arts and Letters, of which he is a 
member. 



EARTH 

By John Hall Wheelock 



Grasshopper, your fairy song 

And my poem alike belong 

To the dark and silent earth 

From which all poetry has birth ; 

All we say and all we sing 

Is but as the murmuring 

Of that drowsy heart of hers 

When from her deep dream she stirs: 

If we sorrow, or rejoice, 

You and I are but her voice. 

Deftly does the dust express 
In mind her hidden loveliness, 
And from her cool silence stream 
The cricket's cry and Dante's dream: 
For the earth that breeds the trees 
Breeds cities, too, and symphonies, 
Equally her beauty flows 
Into a savior or a rose — 
Looks down in dream, and from above 
Smiles at herself in Jusus' love. 
Christ's love and Homer's art 
Are but the workings of her heart ; 
Through Leonardo's hand she seeks 
Herself, and through Beethoven speaks 
In holy thunderings around 
The awful message of the ground. 

The serene and humble mould 
Does in herself all selves enfold — 
Kingdoms, destinies and creeds, 
Great dreams and dauntless deeds, 
Science that metes the firmament, 
The high, inflexible intent 
Of one for many sacrificed — 
Plato's brain, the heart of Christ : 
All love, all legend and all, lore 
Are in the dust forevermore. 

Even as the growing grass 
Up from the soil religions pass, 
And the field that bears the rye 
Bears parables and prophecy. 



Out of the earth the poem grows 
Like the lily or the rose; 
And all man is or yet may be 
Is but herself in agony 
Toiling up the steep ascent 
Toward the complete accomplishment 
When all dust shall be — the whole 
Universe, one conscious soul. 

Yea, the quiet and cool sod 

Bears in her breast the dream of God. 

If you would know what earth is, scan 
The intricate, proud heart of man, 
Which is .the earth articulate, 
And learn how holy and how great, 
How limitless and how profound 
Is the nature of the ground — 
How without terror or demur 
We may entrust ourselves to her 
When we are wearied out, and lay 
Our faces in the common clay. 

For she is pity, she is love, 
All wisdom she, all thoughts that move 
About her everlasting breast 
Till she gathers them to rest : 
All tenderness of all the ages, 
Seraphic secrets of the sages, 
Vision and hope of all the seers, 
All prayer, all anguish and all tears 
Are but the dust, that from her dream 
Awakes, and knows herself supreme — 
Are but earth when she reveals 
All that her secret heart conceals 
Down in the dark and silent loam 
Which is ourselves asleep, at home. 

Yea, and this my poem, too, 
Is part of her as dust and dew, 
Wherein herself she doth declare 
Through my lips, and say her prayer. 

From the "Yale Review" 



